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I think of continuing here till the weather grows very
bad; which it has not been at all yet, though not equal
to what I am rejoiced you have found. I have no Somerset
or Audley Street to receive me; Mrs, Darner is gone too.
The Conways remain at Park Place till after Christmas;
it is entirely out of fashion for women to grow old and stay
at home in an evening. They invite you, indeed, now and
then, but do not expect to see you till midnight; which is
rather too late to begin the day, unless one was born but
twenty years ago. I do not condemn any fashions, which
the young ought to set, for the old certainly ought not;
but an oak that has been going on in its old way for an
hundred years, cannot shoot into a Maypole in three years,
because it is the mode to plant Lombardy poplars.

What I should have suffered, if your letters, like mine,
had wandered through G-ermany! I, you was sure, had
written, and was in no danger. Dr. Price, who had whetted
his ancient talons last year to no purpose, has had them
all drawn by Burke, and the Eevolution Club is as much
exploded as the Cock Lane G-host; but you, in order to
pass a quiet winter in Italy, would pass through a fiery
furnace. Fortunately, you have not been singed, and the
letter from Chamberry has composed all my panics, but
has by no means convinced me that I was not perfectly
in the right to endeavour to keep you at home. One does
not put one's hand in the fire to burn off a hangnail; and,
though health is delightful, neither of you were out of
order enough to make a rash experiment I would not
be so absurd as to revert to old arguments, that happily
proved no prophecies, if my great anxiety about you did not
wish, in time, to persuade you to return through Switzerland
and Flanders, if the latter is pacified and France is not; of
which I see no likelihood.

Pray forgive me, if parts of my letters are sometimes

Y 2c     Mamert de Conzie".
